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Part 1: Dabholwadi and the Forbidden Fort
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A small but scenic village nestled in the lush green Sahyadri mountain ranges, adjacent to the vast coastline of Konkan, is –Dabholwadi. If you look at it that way, Dabholwadi is a village blessed by nature. Coconut and palm groves spread all around, jasmine and parijatak blooming in the courtyards of the houses, and the vast Arabian Sea spreading to the west. In the daytime sunlight, this village looked beautiful like a picture. The people of the village were simple, hardworking and god-fearing. The bells of the morning watchman temple and the sound of the sea mixed together to create a sacred atmosphere.

But...

As the sun set, the sky turned orange and purple, so did the appearance of this village. The village that smiled during the day, but at night it would be shrouded in a blanket of unknown fear. To the west of the village, on a high cliff jutting into the sea, stood a dilapidated fort built of black stones –'Seaside fort'.

Samudragad... even when the name was uttered, the old men of the village would frown and the young boys would look at each other in fear. This fort was historical, but now it was known more for the terrible legends associated with it than for its history. The fort's towers were crumbling, the ramparts were overgrown with wild vines, and the main gate was rusted, rotten, and partially broken. During the day, crows and vultures would hover there, but at night... no one had dared to see what was there at night in the past several years.

There was a common belief among the villagers, in fact it was a firm belief – "Samudragad is no longer for humans, there'Theirs'"It's moving."

Who was there? Some said that an artist had been brutally murdered there fifty years ago. Others said that it was the haunt of unsatisfied souls who jumped from the fort into the sea. But one thing was said the same everywhere –New moon night and the sound of the flute.

It was said that when the darkness of the night thickens and the sound of the sea waves takes on a fierce form, a very pitiful, heart-wrenching flute tune can be heard from that abandoned tower. That tune is not of music, but of pain. Whoever went towards the fort under the allure or courage of that tune either did not return, or if he did return, he lost his mental purity. That is why, when the sun set, no man of Dabholwadi would even turn his head to look towards the west.



In this atmosphere of mystery and fear, the S.T. bus, which had disturbed the peace of the village, stopped at the Dabholwadi bus stop. The bus left, raising a cloud of dust, and a 22-23 year old youth got down from it. A bag on his shoulder, goggles on his eyes, a T-shirt and jeans – this was it.Vikram.

Vikram hails from the same village, but grew up in the city, Pune, for his education. Vikram, who was in his final year of engineering, was a young man who believed in science, thought logically, and was a bit rebellious. He thought these old stories, the stories of ghost farms, were just the playthings of the villagers' minds. According to him, "Where the light of science does not reach, the darkness of superstition reigns."

As soon as he stepped into the village, a familiar smell greeted him. A mixed smell of wet earth and dried fish. His two childhood friends were waiting to pick him up –SameerAndRebellions.

Sameer, like Vikram, was a smart boy with a great love of reading and a good eye. He was interested in the history of the village. On the other hand, Bandya... Bandya, as his name suggests, was simple, naive and afraid of all the ghosts in the world.

"What's up Vikram, after how many years have you come to the village! Will you recognize us now?" Bandya asked with a smile, but the joy of seeing Vikram was clearly visible in his eyes.

"Oh crazy people, can one ever forget one's village and friends?" Vikram hugged them both.

The three of them walked towards Vikram's house while chatting. On the way, they came across the main square of the village. There, some old people from the village were sitting under a banyan tree. As soon as they saw Vikram, they started whispering among themselves.

"Isn't this the son of the Deshpande family? He seems to have come from the city."

"Yes, but tell him, the fun in the city doesn't work here. You have to follow the village rules."

Vikram didn't pay much attention to it. When he reached home, his grandmother praised him. A hot meal was served. After finishing dinner, Vikram, Sameer and Bandya sat in the courtyard of the house to chat. There was no moon in the sky, today was the night of the new moon approaching. The wind had picked up and the 'sal-sal' sound of the coconut leaves was creating a kind of tension in the atmosphere.

The topic naturally shifted from the changes in the village to 'Samudragada'.

"Vikram, you live in the city, you might laugh at these things," Sameer said in a serious voice, "but the activity at the fort has increased in the last few months."

Vikram laughed and asked, "Movement? What do you mean? Do ghost gatherings take place there now?"

Bandya was shocked. "Oh Vikram, don't say that! At midnight, that sound comes... of a flute! I heard it with my own ears once. That sound made my heart ache."

Vikram's face became a little serious now, but not out of fear but curiosity. "Bandya, that flute sound could be the play of the wind. That fort is on the sea cliff. Often when the wind blows fast through the cracks in the rocks there, it makes a whistling or flute-like sound. It's simple physics."

"Physics?" Sameer frowned. "Vikram, can the wind sing a song in a certain rhythm? Because that sound is not just a whistle. It has a melody, a rhythm... and an unfulfilled desire."

Vikram shook his head. "You're both crazy. Tell me, has anyone ever gone up there and seen what's really there?"

Both of them fell silent. After a few moments, Bandya said in a low voice, "Last year, Ram's son, Pintya... he had placed a bet. He had gone halfway. But when he came back, he didn't say anything. He was just sitting there staring into space, staring at the sky. After two months, he left the village. That fort eats a man!"

Vikram stood up. From the courtyard fence, he could see the vague, black shape of the fort in the distance in the darkness. The fort seemed to be sitting, watching over the waters of the sea like a giant monster.

"I don't believe in these things," Vikram said firmly. "On the contrary, I think it's an illusion in the minds of people. And if there really is something there, we should find out what it is. We are unnecessarily afraid of a pile of stones."

"What are you going to do?" Sameer asked skeptically.

Vikram pointed towards the fort. "On the coming new moon... that is, the night after tomorrow. I am going to that fort. And I am going to stay there all night. I want to see who plays the flute there."

The water jug ​​in Bandya's hand fell down. "No! Vikram, no! You feel brave because you studied in the city, but this is death. There is a saying in our village – 'He who climbs the steps of the sea fort, dies while still alive'."

"Proverbs and rumors are meant to scare people, you idiots. Not to find out the truth," Vikram's voice had risen now. "I'm going. If you want to come, come, otherwise I'll go alone. But I won't stop until I get rid of this ghost that's hanging over Dabholwadi."

Just then, a strong wind suddenly blew. A lantern in the courtyard shook violently and went out. Darkness spread. And in that darkness... from far away, piercing the sound of the ocean waves, came a very thin, but clear sound.

Cuckoo... Cuckoo...

It wasn't the sound of a bird. It was the sound of a wooden flute, deep and mournful. As soon as Bandya heard the sound, he covered his ears tightly. Sameer's face turned pale.

Vikram, however, stood stunned. He had heard that voice. For a moment, he felt a prickle, but the next moment, a different light shone in his eyes. He did not feel fear, but a challenge.

The voice seemed to beckon him – "Come... come and discover my truth..."

This was just the beginning. The night that would shatter the peace of Dabholwadi and change Vikram's life was drawing to a close. Samudragad was getting ready to reveal its secrets – or perhaps claim another victim.
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Part 2: Sarpanch's warning and blood bet
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The morning in Dabholwadi, however, dawned completely different from the mysterious atmosphere of the night. There was a different excitement in the air that morning in Konkan. The gentle rays of the sun coming from the east filtered through the coconut groves and fell into the courtyard. The chirping of sparrows, the lowing of cows in the cowshed, and the aroma of herbal tea coming from the kitchen... All this made the terrifying sound of the flute at night seem like a bad dream.

It was past nine when Vikram woke up. His eyes were heavy from thinking until late at night. Looking out the window, the village was immersed in its daily routine. But Vikram's mind was not occupied with the sound of the flute playing 'kuhu...kuhu...' yesterday. His scientific mind was telling him that the sound was definitely not from the wind, but then what was it from?

After taking a bath and having breakfast, Vikram went out. As planned, Sameer and Bandya were to meet him at Paravar.

The village square in the middle of the village was the heart of Dabholwadi. There was a bustle of people there all day long. The old men would smoke cigarettes and discuss politics, while the young boys would chat about cricket. When Vikram reached there, Bandya and Sameer were already there. Bandya's face was still down, as if yesterday's fear had been permanently etched on his face.

"What's wrong, Bandya, are you still cutting off your arms
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